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continuity of English life. The sudden alarms at the time,
when it was feared he might die, were therefore terrible.
Seventy years before, the Prince Consort had lived in Buck-
ingham Palace, slowly destroying himself with the flame of
his own sense of duty. It had been said many times that King
George was his grandfather's counterpart. He also remained at
his desk while others rested: he also began his tasks in the early
morning, when the London labourers were on their way to
work. He was used to the sight of them, from the window
of the room in which he sat before his papers. The fear which
gripped the country can be comprehended only by those who
lived through that dark winter, when rich and poor pressed
against the railings of Buckingham Palace, all through the
night, wondering if the heart of England would stop beating.
The King emerged from the shadow and he lived long enough
to complete twenty-five years of his reign. But, in the time left
to him, his son had to accept greater responsibilities and to
learn more of the arts of government.
The Prince of Wales was on safari in Tanganyika when he
learned that the King was ill. During the first anxious days,
while Londoners waited in the rain at the palace gates for
the news bulletins, the Prince left his hunting camp and
hurried towards the sea. He travelled in the Enterprise, at
thirty knots, and, as he passed through the Red Sea, merch-
antmen of every nation sent him their messages of hope. The
worst time had passed by the time that the Prince arrived
in London and the King was half-conscious as his son tiptoed
into the bedroom at Buckingham Palace. It was said that
the King turned on his pillow and whispered, "Did you get
a lion, David"
For some years, the Prince had enjoyed both hunting and
point-to-point races. He had a mania, almost, for physical
exercise, and he liked horses. Part of the sacrifice he made
after the King's illness was to sell his stables and turn to
less hazardous ways of using his energies.
Miss Sanders, in her book on the Prince, writes of "a very
well-known rider to hounds" who said, "Having hunted all

